GOOD    MORNING

could see the sea, and the far hills wrapped in heat-haze
were the hills of the Isle of Wight. We went on, ran
down the narrow steep hill, and were presently in that
wide piazza which has the giant be-sworded statue of
King Alfred at the hither end, and, dominating it on
the south, that Town Hall which is a disgrace to a
Cathedral City. Aubrey parked his car, induced me to
"wait a moment,35 while he bought some tobacco,
cigarettes, beer and fish, and then came out, started the
car again and said: "We will now go to a little pub I
know, just on the edge of the town."

"What on earth for?" I asked, adjusting my knapsack.

"Jump in," he said, "and Pll tell you. You see," he
continued, as the car started off, "the beer's good there,
and the buses to Stockbridge stop just outside."

"What in the world are the Stockbridge buses to me?"

"We'll talk about that when we get there. You'll like
this little place. A very amusing crowd of people there."

I resigned myself. After all, I hadn't taken a holiday
in order to argue with my friends, and it was once more
getting too hot and dazzling bright to argue with any-
body. A few serpentine turns and we were in a restful-
looking inn at the foot of a semi-rural hill.

"Good morning, good morning, good morning," called
Aubrey to the landlord and various men who waved
back to him; and then to me: "What will you have?"
I was introduced to the landlord, who, in the intervals
of serving and wiping glasses, produced several pithy
apophthegms about Muzzle-ini, Mr. Lloyd George and
the Life of Earl Haig. Aubrey, with an apology, had
marched over to a far corner to talk to two horsy-looking
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